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First Flag Over 


FEB. 23, 1945 


Through the kindness of Marine Sgt. 

Louis R. Lowery, Photographer, we are pro- 
ud of our chance to show BELLINGHAM the 
REAL FIRST FLAG raising picture that occu- 
rred at 10:20 A.M. on Feb.23,1945 on Mt. 
Suribachi, Iwo Jima. He took this famous 
photo while under sniper fire from the 
enemy with the ever present danger of being 
killed. Fate reared its ugly head and pre- 
vented this photo from receiving the honor 
and recognition that was due. 

As you will see on the next page,that 
this photo was taken just as the staff rea- 
ched the upright position with the Flag 

unfurled to full length. 

Some four hours later the Battalion Com- 
mander ordered that a regulation 96" x 56" 
Flag that was frayed and stained, be used 
to replace the 5" x 28" First Flag which 
was "too small to be seen by distant vie- 
wers,." 

Can you imagine the hurt and indignation 
that the crew of the USS Missoula must ha- 
ve felt later to learn that their Flag 
would not receive the honor by being feat- 
ured in the media everywhere, NOW---if it 
was large enough to fly on their ship it 
was LARGE enough to fly on Iwo Jima 3} 

Further information from Sgt. Lowery on 
the two Flag raisings on Suribachi clears 
up the tragic misunderstandings that have 
existed for the past ll years. 

As usual,Fate has a way of "twisting"the 
truth into a state of confusion to confound 
humanity. Here was a case of confusion, 
hatred, hurt and anger that was generated 
by a set of circumstances entirely beyond 
the control of anyone. We note from an old 
axiom, “that the last shall be first and 
the first shall be last" | 

So, as we dispel the clouds of Fate and 
see the light of truth revealed there app- 
ears justifiable reasons as to "WHY" the 
FIRST FLAG raising was not accorded its 
rightful place in history with even doubts 
that it occurred. Through the "Pensacola 
Journal" of Florida we learn that Set. 
Lowery had been wounded by sharpnel after 
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the First Flag raising and was evacuated. 
His films were sent by "surface mail" to 
'Leatherneck! in Washington. Thus it would 
be several weeks before the contents could 
be made known of that momentous, historical 
event that only the forces on Iwo Jima knew. 

Contrast this with the "luck"of the seco- 
nd Flag raising picture by AP photographer, 
Rosenthal.Along with 17 other "shots" his 
films were rushed to Guam where an AP edi- 
tor sent the historical] picture to the V.S. 
mainland via Radiophoto--all within four 
days 3 Rosenthal was notified that his 
picture had gone over BIG in the States but 
it wasn't until he reached Guam nine days 
later that he learned it was not the "shot" 
that he thought it might be ! Tragically, 
all during this time Lowery's film was in 
transit--unknown and a casualty of Fate and 
time. 

We are fortunate at last that we can pre- 
sent the REAL FIRST FLAG raising’ picture 
and many other action "shots" taken by our 
kind friend, Sgt. Lowery,so that you can - 
see what war is all about while the "GRIM" 
reaper gathers in his harvest of some 6000 
innocent young men to feed his hungry jaws 
of WAR in this one campaign. Finally, we 
can honor them after l years. 


We have in Bellingham names that are sim- 
ilar to those involved in Iwo Jima such as: 
"Garrett", "Keller","Lavalle","Snyder" and 
"Wells". 


We hope that you will not censure us for 
using so many pages to cover this unusual 
event but--raising the FIRST FLAG on Mt. 
Suribachi DEMANDS all the publicity that 
can be generated to honor all the Marines 
who participated in the campaign; many of 
whom lost their lives that "old Glory" 
might continue to wave and be FREE. 

The absolute TRUTH is that there were two 
FLAG raisings on this memorable day. 

Just another fact to add to our heritage 
of a Nation-wide event. 

% See page 12 for "proof", 


Story by Bill Miller 


First Flag Over Two icy iss tows 


/3= Filey Raising Fed. 2319S 


Int SuRideeti, Lwo Fim 


IDENTITIES : 


#1 Hansen 
#2 Thomas 
#3 Schrier 
#, Lindberg 
#5 Michaels 
#6 Charlo 


This action photograph of Lowery’s, 
P taken in the heat of battle with the 
‘@ haste that whistling shots from the 
w enemy makes necessary, caught the 
/ flag just as it reached the upright 
position. Among those it shows are 
Schrier, Thomas, Hansen, Lindberg 
2 and Michaels. Little Robeson, busy 
covering a cave, refused to be included. 

“Hollywood Marines,” he snorted, 
and waited intently for a “chance to 
catch any Japanese who might try to 
register his objections to the flag- 


raising. 


A reminder: Robeson-~§ 
"Chicken"--was only 


{ 16 years old } 
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First Flag Over 


This is the story of the 3rd Platoon of 
Easy Company, 2nd Battalion, 28th Marines, 
and how it raised the colors on Suribach- 
iyama, the grim, strange volcano fortress 
that frowned in deadly menace over Iwo 
Jima's ashy battleground. The 3rd Platoon 
didn't do it all alone, and those very few 
of its members who survive would be the 
last to say it did. 

When the assault regiments of the Fourth 
and Fifth Divisions hit the beaches of Iwo, 
all but the 28th swung right to take the 
major part of the islend. The 28th turned 
left to attack the mountain and still its 
guns. As dusk fell on the night of D-plus 
One, the whole Marine line facing Suribachi 
was still out in the open and the Japanese 
on the high slopes were looking down their 
throats. 

It made the Marines jittery to know that 
their every move was being watched from 
above. 
for accurate rifle fire, but machine gunn- 
ers exchanged harrassing bursts as the ene- 
my prepared positions in the bolt of shru- 
bbery ahead and higher up the sides of the 
old volcano. A destroyer pulled close in 
to shore and did a beautiful job of bomb- 
arding the crater's snarling lip. 

First Lieutenant John K. Wells, 
View,Texas, the platoon leader, 
his men to clean their weapons, three at a 
time. Then he and little Jim "Chicken" 
Robeson, a 16-year-old Chewelah, Wash. Lad 
and Ed Christian, a deeply tanned Califor- 
nian, went out to string wire 50 yards 
ahead of the Marine lines. The enemy pos- 
itions were 50 yards beyond that. William 
(Jawbone) McNulty, from Stillwater, Minn., 
and Clarence Hipps, Brownwood, Texas, set 
up trip flares. Pfc. Donald Ruhl, a raw- 
boned, reckless Montana rancher, and Cpl. 
Everett Lavelle, Bellingham, Wash., were 
ower on the right flank, in a deserted 
Japanese coastal gun pit of concrete and 
concrete-filled oil drums. 

The gun pit had been a great menace for 
two days, and the company on the right had 
had seven men killed trying to take it. 
The enemy had it covered with mortars from 
the volcano. 

Ruhl and Old Man Lavelle had scouted it 
out that day. They found a cave leading 
out from the back of the pit toward the 
mountain. Tex sent back for demolitions 
to blow the cave, but before they arrived 
Ruhl managed to crawl the full length of 
the dark tunnel by himself and came back 
to report there were no Japanese in it. 

He and Lavelle had orders that night to 
shoot anyone who tried to jump in with 
them. Somebody tried it--somebody who 
turned out the next morning to be a very 
Gead Japanese. 


of Lake 
ordered 


They couldn't see quite well enough 


|give a hand. 
ided in the midst of them. 


Story by Bill Miller 
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All the men were tense. They weren't 
hungry, but they started asking for food 
and water. Tex and the platoon sergeant, 
Ernest Thomas, passed out what they had, 
and it helped to get through the hours. 
Actually, everyone ate little and drank 
little for the first three days of the bat- 
tle. 

Then the Japanese, with their bent for 
breaking monotony, threw down a mortar bar- 
rage. It seemed to come spewing right out 
of the volcanots mouth. Tex thought it was 
getting his men. Actually, it did nothing 
more than bury them deeper in volcanic ash. 

That silly "knock-knock, who's there" 
game made the rounds about that time. 

The lieutenant and his men played it to 
assure each other they weren't afraid. 

"Come in or stay to hell out," they yell- 
ed at mortar shells splattering around 
their foxholes. After the shelling, a lit- 
tle machine gunner in Item Company climbed 
out of his hole and shook off the dust. 

"How do you suppose your dancing girl is 
doing about now?" 

"Tl dontt rightly know," Wells said,"but 
by God, she better be thinking of me." 

Darkness fell and the men stretched out 
on their ponchos. Nobody slept. They just 
lay there at the ready, watching the green- 
ish glare of flares creasing the wrinkled 
face of Suribachi. 

The Japanese were out bright and early on 
D-plus-Two, swarming like bees around the- 
ir caves and trenches at the foot of the 
mountain. The Marines could see them movi- 
ng along the trenches, a whole squad or gun 
crew at a time, each man stooped over, run- 
ning like hell and holding on to the belt 
of the man in front of him. 

Before jumping off, Tex asked for suvport 
The Tanks which were back refueling could- 
nt make it, but air promised a strike on 
call. Not many Japanese earned the Purple 
Heart in that strike. It hit high up the 
side of the mountain. The enemy, by then, 
had moved farther down, 

From the platoonts position, where it was 
lined up for assault, the men had to cross 
a wide open spot and get through their own 
wire. Tex ordered the right flank up on 
the abandoned gun emplacement to cover the 
attack. Eddie Romero, an ex-paratrooper 
from Chicago, was downed by rifle fire, and 
‘Robert Blevins, of Galesburg, I1ll., took a 
mortar hit. Clifford Langley, an impertur- 
bable Missourian who seemed especially cut 
rout for the job of corpsman, hurried out to 
A second mortar shell explo- 
Romero was kill- 
ed, but Blevins and Langley survived. 

The platoon rushed the Japanese line be- 
fore the enemy had a chance to get set. 
Ruhl and his buddy, Sgt. Henry Hansen, of 


Somerville, Mass., whom everbody called the 
"count" 
cation), 
up to, the top of a pillbox. 
between them. 


took rifles and grenades and ran 
A grenade fell 


j 


(he was a suave lad with a good ed-, 


Ruhl, who sincerely believed; ons as it went. 


until D-minus-Two, 

At the base of the mountain, the 3rd °1:3- 
, toon sliced off to the left around Suriba- 
chi'ts shoulder, neutralizing enemy positi- 
Nightfall caught it 500 


that the whole world was stark, raving mad,}/yards on around the base of the mountain. 


covered it with his body. Hansen picked 

him up, looking at Tex who was crouching 

close to the pillbox. Tex shook his head 
and Hansen laid him down again. 

The enemy was throwing everything it had 
at the Marines -- big spigot mortars, knee 
mortars, grenades, Nambu and rifle fire. 
Tt all seemed to come at once.. Cpl Harold 
Keller, of Brooklyn, Iowa, moved in beside 
the pillboxes with Platoon Sergeant Thomas 
and the demolitions men, Jawbone and Hipps. 
The same little gunner from I Company app- 
eared on the scene, bringing his gun with 
him. 

Mortars were closing in on the reserve 
squad. Tex sent Sgt Howard Snyder and his 
men on in to take a pillbox about 20 yards 
inside the enemy lines, in open sand. 
Snyder was a former Raider, from Hunting- 
ton Park, Calif., a cool little man who 


learned to kill the Japanese in the jungles|White and Louis Charlo, an Indian. 


He moved up, threw grenades into the pill- 
box and sent Louis Adrian, the Indian from 
Wellprint, Wash., to fire his BAR at the 
enemy from a Nambu nest on top. 

Adrian, a quiet, handsome lad,stood str- 
aight up and fired point-blank into the 
enemy. They were running in all direction 
trying to dodge his fire. Snyder, on his 
fifth operation now, was kneeling beside 
Adrian on the pillbox, smoking a cigarette 
and throwing grenades. He and Keller tos- 
sed so many grenades that morning they got 
blisters on their fingers. 

The Indian was shot through the heart as 
he fired. He was dead before he hit the 
ground, his BAR still chugging. Leo Rozek, 
the big Pfe from Muskegon, Mich., jumped 
up in his place and kept shooting directly 
into the Japanese with his BAR. Then the 
little machine gunner from I Company moved 
in on top of the same pillbox. 

The lieutenant, lying beside the pillbox 
now, giving a casualty report to Capt.Dave 
Severance, Easy Company's CO, sent three 
men back to get more grenades. Two of 
them, Edward Krisik, of Milwaukee, Wis., 
and Wayne Hathaway, of Eldorado, Kan., 
were killed. Things were going badly. An 
Amtrac trying to get in to the platoon had 
taken a direct hit. The CP absorbed the 
full blast of the mortar shell which wound 
ed Tex, Dick White, Robert Lane and Bill 
Wayne. After hanging around until the mor 
phine was making him groggy, Tex finally 
was persuaded by a corpsman to get out of 
the area.. He went reluctantly, his butt- 
ocks filled with mortar fragments. 

That afternoon, Sgt Thomas led the plat- 
oon in a drive with the rest of Easy Com- 
pany to the base of Suribachi. They were 
the first there and set fire to a huge (h) 
coastal defense gun, the kind which the 


}There, by-passed enemy strongpoints cut 

them off and prevented the evacuation of 
casualties. Later they gained contact 
with other units of the 2nd Rattalion and 
wiped out the last remaining pockets of 
enemy resistance. 

In the meantime a patrol had reached the 
southern tiv of the island, on the other 
side of Suribachi, and there, working thro- 
ugh the soaking rain of D-plus-Three, had 
made contact with the Marines who had come 
around the other side. The latter had pus- 
hed through a Japanese bivouac area on the 
west coast. Hundreds of enemy soldiers 
were bottled up in caves which honeycombed 
the slopes. 

Early on the morning of D-plus-Four Sher- 
man Watson led a four-man patrol from Fox 
Company up the precipitous side of the 
mountain. With him were George Mercer, Ted 
They 
went almost to the top and got back to rep- 
ort that the enemy was still holed up. 
American guns had scoured the slopes with 
creeping barrages. 

The stage was set for the ascent and sub- 
sequent flag-raising on the top of the moun- 
tain, an event which so heartened the Mar- 
ines on Iwo, the Navy offshore and the 
people at home. Lieutenant Schrier, an ex- 
ecutive officer of Easy Company, was order- 
ed to bring the 3rd Platoon back around to 
the north side of Suribachi. Here LtCol 
Chandler Johnston,CO of the 2nd Battalion 
gave them the flag. Tt was the ship's 
flag of the USS Missoula, an attack trans- 
port that had carried the 2nd to its stag- 
ing area in Saipan. The adjutant had carr- 
ied it onto Iwo in his map case. 

Forty men gathered around the CP to hear 
Col Johnston, give them instructions. If 
they reached the top and secured it, he 
said, they were to call down to him and 
raise the flag. If they didn't make it ? 
This wasn't discussed. No one knew how 
many enemy were dug into the mountain and 
waiting--still alive. 

The patrol shoved off in a column of fil- 
6s through the debris of the fighting and 
past gun pits that were grim with the mang- 
led remains of the enemy dead. In places, 
the ascent became so difficult that the 
entire patrol had to go down on hands and 
knees to continue to climb. They picked 
their own way, avoiding a winding trail 
leading up the mountainside. It was mined. 
At a steep defile, flankers were sent out 
to protect the main body against ambush. 

But, save for the occasional whine of a 
Sniper's bullet, there was no resistance on 
the way up. The platoon climbed slowly and 
cautiously, taking frequent breathers, and 
reached a spot near the rim of the crater. 


enemy defenders had held back as a surprise|Then it spread out in a semicircle around 


the ugly edge of the extinct lava pit, eve- 
ry man on his stomach. On a signal from 
Lt. Schrier they charged over the rim and 
circled the ridge. [In that fraction of a 
minute Suribachi fell to the Marines. 

One of the men found a piece of pipe on 
which he fastened the flag. Sergeant 
Lowery, of the 'Leatherneck!, who took the 
pictures on these pages, beceged for a lit- 
tle time to put new film in his camera. He 
had been shooting pictures steadily all 
the way uo. The flag raisers griped at 
the delay, but they waited. LOWERY GOT HIS 
FLAG-RATSING PICTURE, 

This action photogranh of Lowery's, tak- 
en in the heat of battle with the haste 
that whistling shots from the enemy makes patrol sends flankers out, 
necessary, caught the flag just as it rea- 
ched the upright position. Among those 
it shows are Schrier, Thomas, Hansen, Lind- 
berg and Michaels. Little Robeson, busy D 
covering a cave, refused to be included. ave Oo 

"Hollywood Marines” he snorted, and wai- leg 
ted intently for a chance to catch any Jap- : 
anese who might try to register his object- 
ions to the flag-raising. 

Chicken didn't have long to wait. The 
ceremony enraged some of the dichard enemy 
garrison into pitching grenades at the flag 
party. Their commanding officer went far- 
ther. He charged, brandishing a Samurai 
sword. Snowjob Garrett shot him down. 

Shortly after he had gotten his pictures 
Lowery nearly met with disater. A Javan- 
ese pitched a grenade at him and he was 
forced to jump down the side of the moun- 
tain. He had plunged and rolled down 50 
feet before he could catch himself on a 
bush. 

That night the platoon watched a zreat 
show from its vantage point. The next 
morning Lt Wells came ashore against the 
advice of a Navy doctor end rejoined what 
remained of his platoon. Lindberg and 
Robert Good met him at the base of the 
mountain and carried him to the top. 

Far to the north, they could see the flash 
and dust of battle and few realized what 
it held for them. 


3 ; 


As the Ist flag was raised atop Suribachi 
the enraged enemy began firing and the "flag 
raisers" Spread out to meet their assualt. 


When the 3rd Platoon had laid down its 
weapons at the end of the bitter Iwo camp- 
aign there were only four men who survived 
out of their Platoon. Lowery, Lindberg, 
Keller and Michaels. The latter two were 
transferred to another Platoon. Replaceme- 
nts made uv the new Platoon of “Marines. 


We cannot resist the thought that after 
what Marine Sergeant Lowery went through 
that a guardian spirit must have been 
protecting him, his camera and film that 
at this future time we here in Bellingham 
might be granted the unusual privilege of 
seeinga picture of that famous FLAG 
| RAISING in 1945. We are so grateful. 


. He and I[indberg are the only survivors still 
living today of the 3rd Platoon. 5 
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#10 

Here, on the side of Mount 
Suribachi, is a lone rifleman 
guarding the flank of the 
patrol. In the background, 
far below, the beach where the 
Marines landed and the greatest 
armada ever established in the 
Pacific. 
Tanks bogged down in the ashy 
terrain and walking was most 
Cad Paci be 


Here, also, young men came face 
to face with the "grim" reaper, 
DEATH. Some in their 20!s--- 


Why should young, innocent men 
be condemned to DEATH while 
vicious criminals are allowed 
to be pampered and to live ? 


Theyeneaemorées right. to life, 
liberty and the pursuit of 
happiness. 


Another Lowery Photo. 


#6 Fearing that the patrol 
might not reach the summit, 
Photographer Lowery asks the 
others to hold the flag uv for 
this picture, 


One of the two men carrying 
fuel tanks for the flame-throw- 
ing unit is Charles Lindberg. 


(He is top man.) 


The stage was set for the ascent and 
subsequent flag-raising on the top of 
the mountain, an event which so heart- 
ened the Marines on Iwo, the Navy off- 
shore and the people at home. Lieu- 
tenant Harold Schrier, executive officer 
of Easy Company, was ordered to bring 
the 3rd Platoon back around to the 
north side of Suribachi. Here LtCol 
Chandler Johnston, CO of the 2nd 
Battalion, gave them the flag. It was 
the ship’s flag of the USS Missoula, an 
attack transport that had carried the 
2nd to its staging area in Saipan. The 
battalion adjutant had carried it onto 7 
Iwo in his map case. 


Two Marines found a long piece of NOTE--The whopping 


metal pipe that was left over from hole that it made ! 


a water line that the Japanese had. Smack dab in the 


ddle, too. 
Sgt. Hansen put a .30 muzzle to it middle, 


and shot a hole in the shaft. 


IDENTITIES: 
Left to Right-- 


Lt.Harold Schrier 
Sgt. Ernest Thomas 
Sgt. Henry Hansen 


Cpl. Charles W. 
Lindberg 


But, save for the occasional whine of 
a sniper’s bullet, there was no resis- 
tance on the way up. The nlatoon 
climbed slowly and cautiously, taking 
frequent breathers, and reached a spot 
near the rim of the crater. Then it 
A. Be oes spread out in a semicircle around the 
Lieut. Horold Schrier, Emest Thomas, Henry Hansen and Charles W. Lindberg, mi te) . igly edge of the extinct lava pit, every 
5 fee, Pec oars ue man on his stomach. On a signal from 


Lt Schrier they charged over the rim 
and circled the ridge. In that fraction 
of a minute Suribachi fell to the 


Marines. ° 


The flag was tied to the pole 
well below the mountain peak 
and thercarried to the top. 


Pads oes oe ae nar ’ A - . Ss 
be it Naas 8 8 Sy ae = eD — 2 | 


Meeting no ee the patrol esders ori the {op of Suribachi ready fo open fire 
on the instant a Japanese is spotted a 


The presence of stretcher- 
SaRT A ; bearers following behind 
rs, “iLaph, Spee ¢ must haunt the men with 


— 
ih ey Ae R 
Sie OES wo fear of being wounded or 


f 


eames Killed and becoming a 
fais Victim of this form of 
: "transportation" for their 
remains as a reward for 
their sacrifice. 
: ic aE Pg il G Pe ; Also the men who have to 
Stee SE ee opm@aaewee bear the brunt of battle 

a ole ot els Je ee casualties, desperately 
need our sympathy. 


matty 


Recent photo of Cpl Charles W. 
Lindberg. Oct. '85. Taken at the 
Marine Corps Hist. Museum, 
Washington, D.C. FIRST FLAG 
to fly on Mt. Suribachi. "It was 
a thrill to see it again after 
ho years." 


Lindberg and Lowery are the 
only survivors today. 
Photo courtesy of Cpl.Lindberg. 


By #11 
ber 
Caves could be seen 
within the cold bow- 
els of the long-dead 
volcano, but these 
three Marines could 
find no enemy 
activity. 


Such a desolate 
and uninviting 
terrain, 
Bombardment 
added to the 


waste. 


Shortly after he had gotten his pic- 
tures Lowery nearly met disaster. A 
Japanese pitched a grenade at him and 
he was forced to: jump down the side of 
the mountain. He had plunged and 
rolled down 50 feet before he could 
catch himself on a bush. 


Cpl. Charles W. Lindberg, who put 
down his flamethrower to help raise 
that first Flag, says that even today 
people question that there were two 
Flag raisings on Iwo Jima. Lindberg, 
a member of Post 5555, Richfield, 
Minn., and an electrician with the 
Minneapolis Electric Co., confesses 
he’s unhappy about the way that first 
Flag raising has been underplayed over 
the years. He’s convinced it will remain 
a footnote to history. 

“Why, if some doubt the story now, 
what will happen when we are no long- 
er here to argue about it?” asks Lind- 
berg. 

Actually, when the first Flag was 
raised over Iwo Jima at 10:20 a.m. 
on Feb. 23, 1945, the first time for 
Old Glory over Japanese territory, it 
brought cheers, shouts, toots, whistles 
and clangs from foxholes, artillery pits, 
aid stations, truck and tank parks, gun- 
boats and from the fleet around, along- 
side and on the shell-dimpled plain 
below. 

It might well have been the most 
spontaneous and resounding din of 
raw patriotism Americans ever have 
heard. One destroyer sailor said: “It 
shook the sky.” 


VFW/MAY 1981 
Marine Set. 
Louis R. Lowery 
Photographer for the 
"Leatherneck" 
magazine. 
A Marine journal, 
This photograph may 
have been taken on 
Saipan. He had cover- 
ed six campaigns dur- 
World War II. Was 


known as a "fearless" 
man, not foolish! 


As the fleet offshore announced the 
event the patrol went on with the 
fighting, moving out to meet grenade 
throwing Japanese. #15 
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the base of the mountain and carried 


Marines of the 5th Ninision after landing. Mt. Suribachi is in background. 


That night the platoon watched a 
great show from its vantage point. The 
next morning Lt Wells came ashore 
against the advice of a Navy doctor and 
rejoined what remained of his platoon. 
Lindberg and Robert Good met him at 


him to the top. Far to the north, they 
could see the flash and dust of battle 
and few realized what it held for them. 

When the 3rd Platoon had laid down 
its weapons at the end of the bitter Iwo 
campaign not one of all the men who 
had come ashore on D-Day was with it. 
Keller and Michaels were the only ones 
who had not been hit, but they had ~§ 
transferred to another platoon. The a 
rest were replacements. 


2 ee Best wishes, —. Ea as KS ZS , AZ 
checks on some of his wounded, 


Commanding officer 
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From the article by Bill Miller we are 
able to identify 26 of the 4.0 man platoon 
that was the 3rd of Easy Co., 2nd Battery 
of the 28th Marines, as follows: 


Col. Chandler Johnston CO. Had the 
ships'flag from the Attack Transport 


Lt. 


the USS MISSOULA to be used in the 
raising effort. 
Capt. Dave Severance, Easy Co. CO 


lst. Lt. John K. Wells (Tex) from Lake 
View, Texas. Platoon Leader. Wounded. 


Lt. Harold Schrier, Executive Officer. 
Sgt. Louis R. Lowery. (Leatherneck) 
Photographer. 


Platoon Sgt. Ernest Thomas 
Sgt. Henry Hansen. (Count) from Somerv- 
ille, Mass. 


Sgt. Howard Snyder, Huntington Park,Cal. 


Cpl. Everett Lavalle, Bellingham, Wash, 


Cpl. Harold Keller, Brooklyn, Iowa. 
transferred later. 
Adrian, Louis, Wellsprint, Wash. (Tndian) 
killed. 
Blevins, Robert, hit by mortar. 
Christian, Ed. from California. 


CharmLoyvicutsc. 


Garrett, "Snowjob". 


Good, Robert. 
Hipps, Clarence, Brownwood, Texas. 


Hathaway, Wayne, Eldorado, Kansas. 
killed. 

Krisik, Edward, Milwaukee, Wis. 
killed. 

Langley, Clifford. a Missourian. 


Lindberg, Charles W. (CPL) 
McNulty, William "Jawbone" Stillwater, 
Minnesota. 


Michaels, James Transferred later. 
( PFC) 

Ruhl, Donald, PFC. Montana rancher. 

killed--grenade. 


Rozek, Leo, Muskegon, Mich. 


"Chicken" 16 year old 
from Chewelah, Wash. 
Romero, Eddie, Chicago, Tll. killed. 


Robeson, Jin, 


In the Flag raising the following were 
listed: Schrier, Thomas, Hansen, 
Lindberg and Michaels. 


Also Charlo. (radioman. ) 
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You probably noticed several similarit- 
ies to Bellingham ? Wells came from "Lake 
View, Texas. We have a "Lake View" also. 
Lavalle came from "Bellingham", Wash. 

An "Ernest Thomas" recently moved from our 
Town 3 


We have taken excerpts from the basic 
story and placed them along with most of 
the miscellaneous pictures so that you can 
get the "feel" of this momentous historical 

jevent. 


We are asking a SPECIAL favor from all of 
you. Will you please show your appreciat- 
ion for this honor and privilege accorded 
us here in Bellingham by sending a note to 
Marine Sgt. Louis R. Lowery, 6022 Craig 
St., Springfield, Vir. and let him know 
how we feel about his great contribution 
to our National History and his kindness 
in making this event possible for us to see 
and to honor him and the Marines who part- 
icipated in this FIRST FLAG raising and to 
respect the memory of thosé who sacrificed 
their lives in that significant moment. 

His "zip code" is 22150. 


Now that you have seen these pictures and 
story we hope that it will inspire you to 
appreciate and honor our symbol, our GRAND 
OLD FLAG and that the Pledge of Allegiance 
will take on a new and more profound mean- 
ing and realize the great sacrifice so many 


MOREADA American Indian.| young men have given for us. 


’ PROOF 


Lowering of FIRST 
: FLAG. 


Raising of SECOND 
FLAG. 
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j i d) raised atop Mount 
As Marines of the 5th Marine Division lower the tirst flag (foregroun 
Suribachi at 10.20 a.m. on Feb. 23, 1945, other 5th Division meh may be seen in the 
background raising the second flag. 


Tn Monticello, Florida, a monument was 
at long last erected as the first to be 
dedicated to the first Flag raising on 
Iwo Jima. This was on Feb.22, 1981. It 
was to honor Marine Platoon Sgt. Ernest I. 
Thomas (Boots) who had lived in Monticello 
and to all the Marines who had fought 
there. Thomas had been killed shortly be- 
fore his 2lst Birthday. He had led the 
first patrol which braved the crest of 
Mount Suribachi to hoist the Stars and 
Stripes on a length of water pive left by 
the Japanese. 

Dr. James Sledge, a Monticello dentist 
and World War IT Air Force Veteran led the 
effort to raise the $12,000 needed for the 
monument. Dr. Sledge said that the people 
of Monticello wanted the memorial before 
the event and Thomas's part in it were 
lost to memory. 

The monument is 8 feet high and ) feet 
wide,the white marble is decorated on its 
face with the sand-blasted likeness of 
Lowery's first Iwo Flag raising picture. 
Comment by Dr. Sledge, "If we,the people 
of his generation, dicn't do it, I'm afra- 
{ad that nothing would be erected at all." 


Staff Sgt. Louis R. Lowery was the photog- 
rapher for the Marine "Leatherneck" mag- 
azine. 


Other comments heard were,"Unfortunately, 
Rosenthal's photo inadvertantly obscured 
the heroic act of the original Flag rais- 
ers. The valiant men of 3rd Platoon--lst 
of the 28th Regiment to reach the crest-- 
are almost forgotten heroes." "For those 
who know about the original Flag raising, 
the spirited and courageous men of the 
3rd Platoon cannot be forgotten."---And 
therefore, we in Bellingham, too, shall 
not forget either,and the truth of this 
shall be on record for future generations. 


Of special note, this original Flag-- 
'that too small Flagt-is on permanent dis- 
play at the Marine Corps Museum in Wash- 
ington, ID. C. Navy Yard. 


Of the original six who raised the Flag 
the following were killed on Iwo: PFC. 
Louis Charlo, American Indian, Sgt.Henry 
Hansen and Platoon Sgt. Ernest "Boots" 
Thomas. Lt. Harold Schrier died from 
Cancer in 1972. James Michaels died in 
1982. Corp. Charles Lindberg is the only 
living survivor in 1986 along with Staff 
Sgt. Louis R. Lowery. 


Now to Lowery and Lindberg we are deeply 
indebted to their kind cooperation in aid- 
ing us with material and pictures so that 
you can get first hand the true story of 
the FIRST FLAG RAISING on Iwo Jima. 

Our gratitude knows no bounds. 
Thank you. 
However, Rosenthal did not know that the 


P had selected his rst "shot" to be 
EE In the media. 


We are grateful to Florence Rich of 
Wellfleet who located a photo of another 
motorman who worked on our old MA&W street 
railway system in the early 20's. He res- 
ided at the " corners" for a time. 


acy Pa: 


CARL WHITNEY 


Later on, in the early teens, he moved 
to Unionville and opened a small variety 
store. Working at the Brookdale Mills we 
fondly recall the super delicious cakes 
that we could buy next door from Carl. 
They were six or more inches in diameter 
covered with thick frosting in a two layer 
cake that melted in your mouth. Nothing 
for the past sixty years have equaled 
this tempting treat. Man, was it ever 
GOOD ! Don't know why such good things 
just disappeared ! 

Speaking of good things--do you recall 
many years later, "Gebott's Original Cream 
Friedcakes"? Think they were baked in 
Woonsocket ? They, too, disappeared. Such 
an outright shame that a recipe as delici- 
ous as that was,should be gone forever, 


In Memoriam to seven astronauts who lost 
their lives Jan.28,1986. we shall remember. 
————$—$—$————— 


--"T'm not ashamed to admit that I talk 
to myself. TI pick up a lot of good infor- 
mation that way.” 


--"Have you ever stopped to consider that 
the world is like a candy bar ? What would 
it be without the 'NUTS'? 


--"Goes without saying ! Church member: 
'Has the old minister developed a lisp ?! 
Second member: ‘Hadn't noticed. Why?'! 
First member: 'He demanded that I come up 
to see him to have my faith lifted !'" 


--An easy way "out"-- "A daughter exvl- 


ained to her mother that she wanted to be 
Fan ob te 
can fly ?" asked mother. 
red. "Because they never have to stop what 
they're doing to go to the bathroom." 


Why? Because they have wings and 
"No," she answe- 


Ing GOTCHA ! 


"CLEANING OUT THE ATTIC" 


Gueat Editor 
Florence McCracken 


It's a mild spring day. I know there's 
more spring housecleaning to do, also yard work, 
but it's one of those ‘can't make up my mind! 
days. All of a sudden I think of the attic, 

It's warm up there now and will be too hot ina 
few more weeks — that'll be my big job for 
today, 

I pull down the folding stairs and ascend 
into another world. I don't remember having 
saved so much stuff. That old mattress has 
definitelv got to go but I can't eet it out 
alone. The odd tables anc chest can be pushed 
one side but I mist so through these boxes and 
discard the broken toys etc. The first box 
contains old greeting cards from the kids - 
Valentines, Christmas, birthday and anniversary 
cards, My, how their penmanshind has changed, 

As the memory of their excited little faces 
flash across my mind, I carefully repack the 
box and store it away in a corner. 

With a trash bag by my side, I move on. 

Into the bag goes a couple of broken toys, half 
melted crayons, a badly mangled Santa Claus head, 
half a calculator, some crushed boxes and used 
Christmas wrapning paper; wonder why I saved 
that. Here's a heavy box I can probably throw 
out. Oh, daughter's first gerade papers with 

gold stars — vrecious, I can't vart with them, 
Deeper in the box were vaners from other grades, 
revort cards from all three children, their 
papers, Valentine and Christmas cards they made 
in school and proudly brought home to us, Two 
boxes don't take up much room, so I slide it over 
next to the first one, MYere's still another box- 
old love letters from my husband during World War 
2, along with letters trom dear friends who were 
also in service, I really shouldn't take the 
time to read them — but maybe just one, what a 
riot! I'll read just one more, I'm sitting 
cramped on the floor reading letters when I hear 
the noon whistle blow in the distance, It can't 
be noontime, I haven't even made a dent in my 
project. A quick trip down stairs for a cup of 
tea and a bite to eat and back to my project. 

This old suitcaseis heavy, It's loaded 
with old neckties - really out of style. f'1ll 
chuck them, Oh, here's several hand painted ones. 
I suddenly remember the exhaustion, aching feet, 
and finally the thrill of finding them while 
Christmas shopping in Framingham, They're in 
excellent condition, Waste not, want not, I 
throw a couple of frayed ones in the trash bag 
and carefully repack the others, I'm getting no 
where in a hurry. I'll go on to the other side 
where the dishes etc. are stored, I toss several 
Pieces of Melnac into the trash bag and promptly 
pull them out for a yard sale that will never 
materialize, There's the remains of my favorite 
set of dishes —- no cups. Gee, they're pretty 
and really not taking up much room. Here's the 
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bowl my great-srandmother always served her 
boiled dinner in. She died before I was born, 
Here's a dish that belonzed to my mother-in-law's 
mother and another that was my father-in-law's 
mother's, A viece of adhesive tape taved to the 
bottom explains its sentimenta] value. I place 
them carefully next to two ancient footed bowls, 

On to the pots and pans, They are in good 
condition so why throw them out. These large 
cake pans are hard to come by. I've never used 
them, but may some dav. That old meat crinder 
can f0, but wait, suppose my food processor 
breaks — I'd better save it. That flat iron 
will heat but it leaks, I guess I can throw it 
out because I've sot two or three more just like 
it down cellar, The toaster stays, 

Gee, my trash bag isn't very full. Here's 
a mess of old toys that can go, I toss in old 
playing cards from at least a dozen different 
packs, A couple of games with pieces missing 
join the trash in the bag, Here's my old Monop-= 
oly game, I got that in 1937 and it's all here 
except for a few houses and hotels, Here's a 
house the puvpy chewed up — I wonder what dog 
that was, 

Oh, here's daughter's dress she wore the 
very first day of school, I remember how sweet 
she looked that day - not a hair out of place, 
all new clothes, lunch box and pencil box — the 
very beginning of her academic life. The child 
that got off the bus that afternoon didn't even 
resemble the one that got on the bus in the 
morning. I remember the cocoa stain washed out 
easily. 
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I smile as I remember our oldest boy's 
first day of school, He was so excited he was 
waiting for the bus a half hour before it was 
due. Like his sister, he was as neat as a pin 
and very anxious, A few minutes before the bus 
arrived, nature called and he made a mad dash 
tor the house, With his sister frantically 
screaming, "Here comes the bus", my little man 
ran out. My heart sank as I watched this dish- 
eveled little boy board the bus with his shirt- 
tail hanging out. I remember our youngest boy 
coming home from school with a big name tag 
attached to his shirt with his bus number on it, 
That couldn't be twenty years ago! I sit back a 
minute in awe — where did those years go? As 1 
daydream, remembering the past, 1 hear voices, 


Good heavens, it's my daughter and her three 
year old daughter. I hurry down the stairs, but 
not before my grand-daughter spots me. "rinkling 
up her nose she says "Grammy, can I go up in the 
attic and see all the junk?" I try to explain 
it's not junk, it's my past. We both go up to 
the attic. As I watch her playing with the old 
toys, I remember the rainy days I spent in the 
attic as a child - what treasures, After a while 
she tires of the tovs and wants to go home, I 
return to the attic. 

I'll never fit in this dress again, so why 
keep it. It's old fashioned, but wait, the 
style is beautiful, no elastic waist, really 


elegant. 
of this wnen the're teenagers, seeing what was 
tint in the 1950s.. Gee, that waist is tiny - 
oh well, Hats! I love hats. I wish they'd 
come back in style again, Some of these are 
weird looking, I guess tastes change over the 
years. My, look at these spike heeled shoes. I 
stop to try some on. How did I ever walk in 
them, I had no trouble back then, This style 
has come back, Do I think if I keep them I'11 
get younger instead of older? I know I'11 

never wear them again, so 1 pack them away, 

Oh, here's mom's old photo album, Boy, 
have things changed! That Model T Ford was 
dad's pride and joy, That's me standing beside 
it! Today's kids would never wear such clothes, 
those hideous ,ribbed, tan stockings and the 
waists with the long garters, ugh! Look at 
these bathing suits - it's a wonder folks could 
swim at all, ‘I'hat's Hartford Avenue! I remem— 
ber it looking like that. In fact it was a 
dirt road from Rt. 126 to the Mendon town line, 
Here's one of the Johnson farm, across from St, 
Brendan's, JI can almost hear the trickle of 
water in the little stream and the spring peepers 
on an April evening. Here's a picture of Maple 
Street when maple trees lined each side of the 
road, 

It must be getting late but I see some old 
newspapers over there — wow- the flood of 1955, 
the Kennedy Assassination, the blizzard of 1978 
and papers vrinted the day my granddaughters 
were born. 
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Wait, I hear voices - male voices, Good 
heavens, they are home from work and I haven't 
given a thought to supper. They must have got 
out of work early. As I quickly grab my nearly 
empty trash bag and climb down the stairs, I 
see my husband look at the stove and then the 
clock, They did not get out of work early. As 
I try to explain I've been cleaning the attic, 
my son and husband look at the trash bag and 
burst out laughing, "I guess we'll order a 
pizza for supper tonight, It's mom's annual 
attic cleaning day", says my son, looking at 
the trash bag and shaking his head and grinning. 
I sheepishly answer, "Why do you think I belong 

to the Historical Commission?" | 
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BELLINGHAM HISTORICAL COMMISSION 
Town Hall 


Bellingham, Massachusetts 02019 


From Florence Rich, Wellfleet: "Thank you 
for issues. It was distressing to 
read of the old Cemetery being 
vandalized." She speaks o1 the North 
Cemetery=-----—- "Tn the Spring the 
ground had a most marvelous pink 
weed that grew. This made a most 
festive and elegant treat of Spring." 
"Thank you and keep me in mind--" 
tmember Decoration Day when those 
were in bloom and we felt so proud to 
'dec' our heroes graves ? 


4nd from Shirley and Oscar Greene, Maplev- 
Ide, Ria 
She would like to add Ellen Mowry,now 
Mrs. Helen Smith,to our mailing list. 
She and her sister, Mildred, were 
raised in Bellingham. They married 
brothers, Howard and Harold Smith. 
"T lend her mine (the Comments) and she 
really enjoys them," 
Tts good to hear that so many copies 


have a chance to be read by more than 
one. 


SPECIAL NOTE- we would appreciate a stamped self 
addressed envelope from those requesting information 
of any sort to save us that expense. Thank you. 


Courtesy 
Middlesex 


News. 


Seems some 
folk don't 
appreciate 


some things. 


fix THE GELLINGHAM LIBRARY... 
WHERE HUNDREDS OF BOOKS AFE 
LONG OVER DVE.,, BOOK BEEPEKRS 
THAT SOUND OFF IF NOT KETURNED... 
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: "T enjoyed the 'Comments'” 


FIRST CLASS MAIL 


| "May we say thanks to all the faithful 
| and dedicated people who compile the 
| “info" of "Crimpville Comments". 
We find it very interesting and learn 
facts we would otherwise not know. 
Good luck in the future. 
Thank you 
Irving-Doris King." 


Additional donors: Bellingham, Mendon, Franklin, 
Mansfield, R.I., and Florida. 

Justin/Marguerite Gidman, Irving/Doris King, 
warren/Marion Crimmings, Dorothy Kearnan, Ernest/ 
Rita Sawyer, Frank/Mary Lewinski, David/Elizabeth 
Andrews, Grace Hackenson, Wilbur/fva Woodman, 
John/Phebe Lundvall, Frederick/Florence Thibed- 
eau, William Chapdelaine, Walter/Edith Sanders— 
on, Clarence/Marguerite Snell, Leon/Anna Gado~ 


ury, Alice Gilbert. 


When time slips by so fast we suddenly 
become aware that we have failed to 
express our heartfelt appreciation to 
"Danny" Weston for his generous donation 
of time and money to aid us in print- 
ing the "Comments" for six years now 
at a special reduced price. He desig- 
ned the attractive "heading" for us 
that makes the front page stand out 

He made it possible 


T TLDEAS as his handiwork. 
\\ for us to print 16 pages and by our 


enlarging the "master", he reduced it 
so that the equivalent of more pages 
became available through that process! 
Why he has done this we ask and his 
sincere reply is, "I love Bellingham 
and am happy to help promote this 


historical paper. TI only come this 

way once!" So, Danny, we of the Hist- 
orical Commission in Bellingham, on 
behalf of the Townsfolk, want you to 
know that yourlabor of love, time and 
money fills us with warm and most grat- 
ifying thankfulness and our debt to you 
can always be seen in the 26 issues 
that you have printed thus far for us. 
In many places,copies of the "Comments" 
have been faithfully preserved as a, 
tribute and memorial to your unique 
ability. "May the Good Lord take-a 
likin' to ya and keep the wind always 
-at your back." Thank you,"Danny". 

| P.S. Also an expression of gratitude 

to the faithful and dedicated staff 
aiding you in this noble endeavor. 


